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PLEAS 'D with the kind Reception Britons give 


To ſuch Productions as deſerve to live, 
A Bard unknown with trembling Pinions ſears, 
And in his Flight your kindly Aid implores. 


This Night, from antient Source, we bring to View 


A Story fraught with Wonder, but yet true: 
A Story which did Grecian Bards inflame, 
And fince hath dignify'd a Britiſh Name. 
LzoniDas, the Patriot of bis Ape, 

From Sparta comes to grace the Engliſh Stage. 
O that our Poet] warm with Fancy's Glow, 


Could paint the Zeal your generous Boſoms know : 


Then might be hope to charm Attention's Ear, 
And force Applauſe amidſt the guſhing Tear. 
But fince Britannia's ſacred Genius fled, 

The Tragic Muſe bath hung her drooping Head ; 
Nor will her antient Spirit &er revive 
Until a new-created Shakeſpear live. 

Nor yet unconſcious of the Poet's Flame, 

Our Author enters in the Liſt of Fame; 
Anxious to pleaſe, yet fearful to offend, 

He truſts your Candour will his Cauſe befriend ; 
For Virtue's graceful Form demands Applauſe, 
Whatever Hand ber ſacred Portrait draws. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 

XTRX Es, Emperorof Perſia. 
HyPERANTHES, His Brother. | 
 TzriBazus, A noble Perfian ſecretly i in love 

with Ariana, 
PHRAORTES 
and A Perſian Noblemen. 


DE MARATUS, The baniſh'd King « of Sparta, 


PoLypoRUs, A Grecian Captive. 
 Leortycnipes } 


and Kings of Parta. 
Leonipas, 
Acis, ans AF riend to Leonidas, and Brother 


to Cleone. 
Ax EXAN DER, A Friend to Leotychides. 
ALphEus. 


and Brothers to Polydorus. 
EPIALTES, - Creature to Anexander, 
WOMEN. 
CrxON E, Wife to Leonidas. 
EvuricL.ea, Her Attendant. 
AkIANA, Siſter to Xerxes, ſecretly in love 


with 7. eribaxus. | 
CEeeHisa, © Her Attendant. 


The Senate, Officers, Guards, RS San, 
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Sexe Thermopylæ, on each fide of which the Perſians 
and Grecians are ſuppos'd to be encamped. Scene 
opens and diſcovers the Perſian Camp, and XERXES 
ſeated on a Throne ſurrounded by his Nobles. 


— — —_— 
„ 4 a "Ea nee b 4 F - 2 ECTS 
a ” « » ACTA ad oh * 2 — 2 ba — ogy” ads A. L Ti 
" VEE" * Rn $2 ar #. ad LT . 2 7 2 l * * n 2 1 r r = 2 ? et 3 Xo ea bt Bev; 7 1 75 . . = — 
: * : * 2 Abe N 2 — 2 fl Bot "= = p wy — N " — " b 8 ” 2 + * 2 wm 2» a 62 2 - 67 x5 < PI xc 
r. ͤ V.. E ; 5 22272 nb OT EC IS 


«any EC 


— > _, 


4 


TVCRANES and PHRAORTES Euebl. 
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TYGRANES.' 

. '< H! XERXES, live for ever | Thy ſervants went 
Ambaſſadors to Greece ; her frantic ſons, 

Ripe for deſtruction, with diſdain reject. 

Thy offer'd mercy, and determin'd ſtand 

fore Thermopylæ to bar thy paſſage, 
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XERXES. 


By Oromaſdes, I can ne'er believe it; 
Your coward fears have form'd this black impoſture, 


Speak, HyeerRAanTHEs, can thy ſoul conceive 
The ſlaves would ſend us back ſuch bold defiance, 
Or dare to meet my millions 1 in the field? a 


HYPERANTHES. 

Dread Sovereign, if urg'd by thy command 

My tongue ſhall utter truths ungrateful to thee, 
Pardon hy brother: Mythras' radiant eye, 

W hich views thy vaſt domain, hath ne'er beheld 
Such files of warriours as in every age [blood 


Have ſprung from Greece; witneſs thoſe ſtreams of 


They ſpilt at Marathon. 


XERXES. 

I'll hear no more. 
Thou too haft caught the infection from their fear, 
It is impoſſible the Greek ſhould dare 
o interrupt our march. But behold 
Great DEMARaTvus, Sparta's exil'd King, 
Bends his approach this way; he beſt can tell 
The Spartans councils, and reſolve theſe doubts. 


Enter DEMARATUS. 


XERX ES. 
My Demaratus, tho' I know thy heart 
Glows with the warmth which gratitude inſpires ; 
Tho' the protection which my royal father, 
The great DaR1vs, and myſelf have given _— 
oin'd 
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Join'd with thy own much undeſerved wrongs, | 

Might from thy heart root out the partial love 

| You Spartans bear your country, well | know, 
Thy freeborn foul diſdains the art of flattery, 

And ſcorns to deviate from the paths of truth. 

Will yon thin ſquadron, rang'd before the paſs, 

Dare to oppoſe my paſſage into Greece ? 


DEMARATUS. 


Well have you judg'd, dread fir, from inward worth, 

That Sparta's once-fam'd King, tho' now an exile, 

Needs mot the help of any monitor, 

To teach his ſoul the power of ſacred truth; 

Well have you judg'd the undeſerved wrongs 

I feel from my unkind, miſtaken country, 

Will never from my heart root out the love 

I bear to her, or urge my tongue to violate 

Her praiſe, In war the Spartans never fly. 
XERXES. 

Then ſure deſtruction gapes to ſwallow them: 

Not all the nations of the Weſtern world, 

United to their aid, can fave their country. 

Dart but thine eye thro' yonder mighty hoſt, 

Survey the vaſt arrangement, and then aſk thyſelf, 

If aught but madneſs would oppoſe their ſtrength. 

But ſoft, my ſoul; will not this ample hoſt, 

Tho? numerous as the ſtars, be ſoon no more? 

Will not the unrelenting tyrant, death, 

In the ſhort circle of one hundred years, | 

Mix all thoſe countleſs numbers with the duſt ? 

It will, it muſt, for neither wealth nor power, 

75 B 2 ä Beauty, 
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12 THE PATRIOT, 
Beauty, nor wiſdom, can exempt their owners 


From his devouring ſcythe, which mows down all 


Without diſtinction. Melancholy thought! 
My ſoul aches at it, and relenting nature 


Melts at the ſad reflection. | 

My Druaxarus, much it grieves my ſoul, 
That thy raſh countrymen, with ſtubborn pride, 
Dare to oppole this hoſt, compar'd with which 


The Grecians are bur as a drop of water 


Thrown on the boſom of the boundleſs deep. 


Once more I'll try what mercy can effect. 
Haſte thee, TycraAnEs, ſeek great LEONIDAã, 


And uſe all arts of Perſian eloquence, 


To bend his rigid virtue to our will; 


Bid him with Sparta's ſons lay down their arms, 
And reign exalted o'er the ſtates of Greece. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE Il 
Enter ARIANA and Czpunisa. 


ARIANA. 


Say, my Cernisa, if thou knowelt the cauſe 
Which hath of late o'er TERIBA Zs brow 
Hung ſuch a cloud of woe? His native flow 
Of lively ſpirits never us'd to fail, 


But n beguile the tedious hours. 


CEPHISA. 3 
Madam, I know not; but have oft obſerv'd, 
When he approach'd your preſence, a glad ſmile 
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At firſt o -erſpttad his face, but vaniſh'd ſoon, 
As if — and love, together join'd. 


| ARIANA. 
fear the infection's catching; for my ſoul 
No longer feels its wonted chearfulneſs, 
But ſaddens at his grief. Tell me, my heart, 
Can this be ſympathy, or is it love? 
If Love, as much I fear, think, A RIAA, 
Ere the invader gets too ſtrong a ſway 
On thy weak mind, what miſery attends 
The ſad indulgence of a hopeleſs flame; 
Think on thy name, thy dignity and birth; 
Then die with ſhame, rather than ſtoop ſo low, 
| As e'en in thought to entertain a paſſion 
For one ſo much beneath thee : but in vain 
Reflection aims to cure a rooted evil. 
Oh pompous ſorrow, ſplendid miſery !_ 
| The meaneſt ſubje& of our mighty empire 
May own her flame, and gratify her choice 
With the lov'd object, while a wretched princeſs, 
| Muſt from the rules of cruel policy, 
For others welfare ſacrifice her own, 


Exeunt. 


SCENE Hl. 
Enter DzMaRaTus and T ERIBAZUS. 


DEMARATUS. 


| How comes it, TERIBAAus, that thy ſoul, 
| In youth's gay ſpring, when every blooming joy 
Courts 
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Courts thee to happineſs, ſhuns the offer'd bliſs, 
And half anticipates the woes of age? 
Whate'er the ſecret cauſe of thy repining, 
Impart 1 it to thy friend, whom home-felt miſery. 
Long fince has taught to melt at others woes. 


(11658 1.7 PARTS A S VS; 
My DtmarxaTtys, wherefore ſhould I add 
To thy affliction? Thy o'ercharg/d ſoul 
Hath drank too deep of F ortune's bitter cup; 
Beſides, the nature of my grief is ſuch, 
Ir ſeeks no refuge but the peaceful grave. 


DE MAR AT US. 


Talk not of dying, for the mighty XERxAS 
So high efteems thee that no rank or office 
Is placed beyond the level of thy hope; 


And I am much deceiv'd, or Ax ANA, 


His beauteous ſiſter, ſhowers upon my friend 
Unwonted marks of favour, 


[ Teribazus ſtarts. 


Why doſt thou ſtart, and why this burning bluſh 
O'erſpreads thy checks, but now ſo wan with woe ! 


Can Artana's name raiſe this confuſion ? 


TERIBAZUS. 


Thou'ſt touch'd the key which opens all my grief. 
When firſt | ſaw the lovely Artana, 


1 gaz'd with wonder on her world of charms; 


That wonder was ſucceeded by eſteem, 
Eſteem by love, and love by black deſpair. 


DEM A- 
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Pp EMARAT US. 


And why deſpair ? know that the friends of virtue, 
Tho? captives like myſelf, think monarchs honour d = 
In their alliance. But haſt thou never dar'd, _ 
In all thy hours of converſe with the fair one, 
To tell thy paſſion to her? 


TE RIB AZ US. 

Oh no, my friend! 

For tho! my ſoul doats on her to diſtraction, 

And when ſhe's abſent from theſe longing eyes, 

My life becomes a burthen to its owner, 

| Ye! ſhe is plac'd by fate ſo much above me, 

| That never ſhall my tongue offend her ear 

With ſuch preſumptuous ſounds, but when I'm dead 
Tell, for thou often ſee'ſt the charming maid, 
Tell, how I wonder'd, lov'd, deſpair'd, and died. 


DEMARATUS. 


| Town, my friend, thy fate demgnds compaſſion ; 
| And if Time's lenient hand, and Reaſon's aid 

| Offer'd no cure for thy ill-fated love, 

My tongue, howe'er reluctant, ſhall reveal 
Ihle fatal ſecret, bane to thy repoſe, 


TERIBAZ us. 


Thou haſt my thanks, the wretched can no more z 
And ſince my grief can only add to thine, 
Forgive me if I leave thee to the thought 
Of thy own woe, which weighty as it is 

| . | May 


Strange inſtability of human greatneſs ! 
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May hope relief from time, while my affliction 
Can never ceaſe, but with this wretched being. 
[Excunt Teribazug, 


Manet DEMARATUS, 
DEMARATUS. 
Did not the voice of my departing friend 


Bid me look back upon my own misfortunes ? 
It did, and I'll nn the ſad reflection. 


[ Pauſes, 


Who would have thought that Lacedemon's king, 
Under whoſe ſway her ſons ſo oft have reap'd 
Immortal honoufs in the field of fame, 

Shou'd by her cruelty be forc'd to ſeek 

A painful refuge *midſt his country's foes. 

But hold my heart; for what are my misfortunes 
Compar'd with thoſe to which my country's doom'd? 
Soon will the Perſian troops force thro? the pals, 
And ravage Greece with univerſal ruin. | 
Then ceaſe thy tears, or let their current flow, 

Nor for thy own, but for thy country's miſery, ( 


Enter HYPERANTHES, 


HYPERANTHES. 


- IMoftrious exile, will the wrongs you ſuffer 


From your ungrateful country, never wake 


Your juſt reſentment ? wilt thou never ceaſe 


* 


With unavailing fondneſs to regret 
Her loſs, who never deigns to think ; on thee ? 


DEM A- 
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Much injur'd as I am, my country claims 
Some ſhare of my concern, and thy brave ſoul, 
Amidſt the zeal for thy great brother's glory, 

| Amidſt the kind protection which he gives me, 
Shou'd make allowance for the ſad preſages 
And viſitings of Nature, which I feel 

At her approaching ruin. 


HYPERANTHES. 


Stop, for a moment, 
Thoſe Gaittela tears, which, Perſian as I am, 


And ſubject born to arbitrary power, 

| Pierce thro? my inmoſt ſoul. To Sparta's camp 

TYGRANES is diſpatch'd with terms of peace; 

Thoſe once accepted, thou again ſhall ſce 

Thy much lov'd Sparta raiſe her towering head 

| Above the ſtates of Greece. She ſoon will call 
Her exil'd king to ſhare her blooming honours, 

8 Cheriſh'd and ripen'd by great XERXES' friendſhip. 


DEMARATUS. 


Oh! never, never; for ſo much I prize 

My country's fame beyond my private welfare, 
That 1 for ever wou'd remain an exile, - 

| Rather than hear that Sparta rais'd her head, 
While other Grecians mourn'd the loſs of freedom. 
| And was the world's vaſt empire made the bribe 
To great Lzxox1Das, his generous mind 

Would ſcorn the offers, as becomes a Spartan 

| Train'd up to virtue, by the hand of Freedom. 


[ Exenrt. 
END or THE FIRST AcT, 
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N 1 . 


The Spartan Camp. 

j Enter LrOTVYCHDES and ANEXANDER aft different 

\- ; — * 1 

9 Doors. 1 

ö  ANEXANDER. 

N Lord, you ſeem diſorder'd. May a friend, 8 

ji Whoſe zeal to ſerve your intereſt knows no bounds, 

| Preſume to aſk the caulc ? | F 

1 : LEOTYCHIDES. | 

| Oh Anexander ! 

li Thy long-experienc'd ſervices demand _ Eg 

i} | My atmoſt confidence, and my big heart . 
| Swells even to burſting. Haſt thou not heard TS I 

0 How Sparta's ſenate, curſe upon their choice! | 

1 Have named the man, whom moſt my ſoul abhors, 

þ Leonipas, joint colleague of the ſtate ? 5 

Speak then, my friend, is there not cauſe for rage? 
ANEXANDER. 


I grant: there is; but ſmooth your anxious brow : 
His ſhort-liv*d glories ſoon ſhall be no more, 
Remember how th' unthinking populace, 

| Urg'd 
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Urg'd by my art, great Acts have diſpatch'd, 
To learn at Delphi what event impends 
O'er Lacedæmon from the preſent war. 


LEOTYCHIDES. 


What then? Can any means from thence ſpring up 


To ſatiate my revenge, or blaſt his fame? 
Which, like the ſplendor of the mid-day ſun, 
Hath darken'd and eclips'd my fainter beams. 


ANEXANDER. 


You know, my Lord, he's credulous as brave; 
| And yet imagines that his foul is free 
From ſuperſtition's viſionary ſway. 

On this foundation I have built a fraud, 

Sure of ſucceſs, yet ſecret as the grave. 


LEOTYCHIDES. 
| Oh, give it utterance.z for my eager ſoul 
Athirſt for vengeance, longs to hear his doom. 


ANEXAN D. E R. 

| Know then, the charms of all-prevailing gold 

| Have brib'd the prieſteſs of the Delphian God, 
To ſend an anſwer back, at which the zeal 

| And blind credulity of raſh LEONIpas, 

| Will trait catch fire, and hurl him into ruin. 

| Then ſhall your fame ſhine forth with native luſtre, 
And all his virtues periſh in the duſt. 


| LEOTYCHIDES. 
| Tranſporting thought! by Heaven it fires my ſoul! 
O may the artful ſcheme but prove ſucceſsful, 


| And my proud rival fink beneath thy wile 
Bj Then 


6% Tier. 


Then may we hope, with XERXRES‘ generous aid, 
To raiſe our heads above the ſtates of Greece, 
Nor wield a ſceptre with precarious {way : 

But while he lives, theſe thoughts muſt be conceal'd 
Beneath the ſpecious veil of Public Good ; 
Illuſive phantoms, which in early time 

The art of ſubtle politicians rais'd _ 


To captivate the weak, and cheat the wiſe 


Emer a MESSENGER. 


MESSENGER, 


My Lord, great AG1s is return'd. The Spartan chiefs 


With great LroxiDbas in counſel met, 
Your preſence wait, to hear the fates decree. 


LEOTYCHIDES. 
I attend their ſummons. 
[ Excunt. 


SCENE II. 


Opens and diſcovers LEONIDAS and Spartan Chiefs in 
Council. 


Euter A.G18. 


. 
My Lords, with reverence I explor'd the oracle, 
And trembling heard this anſwer from the tripod: 
e Sparta's proud feat ſhall ſink into the duſt, 
e Unleis a king from Hercules deriv'd 
Lead forth hes —_— and periſh by the foe.” 
LE O- 
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LEONID AS. | 
Why ſtand you fo aghaſt! ye men of Sparta? 
But now your generous boſoms were inflam'd 
With Patriot zeal, and each of you was ready 
To die with pleaſure for the general welfare; 
Whence then this ſolemn filence? Can ye think 
Your King poſſeſſes leſs degrees of virtue 
Than doth the meaneſt Spartan? Ye have heard 
The fates decree; and here I freely ſtand 
The deſtin'd victim for my country's good. 


LEOTYCHIDES. 
O great Leonidas! well did Sparta's ſons 


| Judge of thy merit, when with voice united 


They choſe thee for my colleague in the ſtate 
Bur ſince from great ALcipes I am ſprung, 

As well as thou, I have an equal right 

To be the victim; and believe me, Spartans, 
I'll freely ſacrifice a thouſand lives 

To fave my country : Then reſerve thy own 

A ſource of future good to Sparta's ſons. 


LEONIDAS. 
My noble colleague, thy approved valour 
Unqueſtion'd ſtands on Sparta's foremoſt roll. 
The Gods declare one victim.is enough : 
I am that victim; for my ſoul firſt caught 
The voice of fate, and claims the glorious prize: 
And ſure a beam of heav'nly radiance ſpreads 
Its influence o'er my ſoul, and makes me fee] 
More rapt'rous joys at this auſpicious hour, 
Than the paſt moments of my life &er knew. 


L-& 0 
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LEOTYCHIDES (a/ide to AR EXAX DER.) 
Pompous enthuſiaſm, when a madman dooms 
The artful vengeance of a rival's hate 
The lot of Heaven! But lo! on every face 
Wonder and joy ſucceed the place of terror. 

I muſt withdraw, or nature's powerful hand 
Will trip my hatred of its thin diſguiſe, 

And ſhew the ſecret enmity 1 bear him. 
His Death would ſcarcely pay me, ſhou'd I ſtay 
To hear the ſhouts juſt burſting from their lips, 
And mad'ning feel a thouſand bitter pangs 
Which dark-ey'd Envy from her quiver ſhoots 
Into the envenom'd foul, each worſe than death. 


[ Exit r 


I EONID As. 


I ſee, my friends, your generous hearts are full 

Jo pour forth your applauſes for an act, 

Which was at beſt my duty. Life and power 

Are the free gifts of the immortal Gods, 

And kings are merely inſtruments to ſpread 

Their gracious bounties to the ſons of men. 

Then think not with reluctance on my loſs: 
Think on your threaten'd country, and prepare 
Jo meet the ſtern invader with a firmneſs 
Worthy the ſons of Liberty and Sparta. | 

[ Back Scene fouts 


LEoNIDas alone. 


Now taſk thy ſecret ſoul, LxOxNIDas, 

And with impartial juſtice ſearch the ſpring | 
That moved thee thus to undertake a deed 
Which nature ſhrinks at. Was it the effect 
Of conſcious virtue, or the love of fame, 
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A TRAGEDY. 
Or mad enthuſiaſm, that overſpreads thy mind, 


And made it deaf to every potent call, 
Self. d ſtamps upon our nature? 


23 


l was, it muſt be virtue: let the Gods 
To whom I make appeal, witneſs, my foul 
Ne'er knew the taint of baneful ſuperſtition, 
Nor bow'd with laviſh fear beneath their altar. 
Nor hath my fancy, warm'd with paſſion's olow, 
Been raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a name, 
Io dare an action, which my country's good, 
And reverential awe for Heaven's decree, 

Alone can conſecrate: for ſurely life 

Was given for nobler purpoſe, than wantonly 
To laviſh thus, and ſquander it away 

For the vain breath of popular applauſe. 


Enter AG1s. 


e 


My Lord, Tyokaxks with freſh terms of peace, 


[To you alone from mighty XERXEs ſent, 
Deſires a ſecret audience. 


| | LEONIDAS. 
Conduct him in; nor leave our preſence 
While he tells his embaſſy. [Exit Apis, 


Re-enter Adis introducing T'GRANES. 


TYGRANES. 
| Moſt wiſe and valiant of the Grecian Princes, 
My royal maſter, the renowned XERXxEs, 


Bids 


[After a pauſe. 
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Bids thee, with Sparta's ſons, lay down thy arms, 
And reign exalted o'er the ſtates of Greece. 


""LEONIDAS: 
By Hercules, thou doſt belie thy maſter, 
Baſely belie him; for a prince ſo potent 
Could not fo poorly ſtoop from all his greatneſs, 
As to endeavour to corrupt the man 
Who dares his utmoſt efforts in the field. 
But whatſoc'er the motive of thy errand, 
Know that thy ſovereign's wide extended empire, 
Nor all the riches which the ſpacious earth 
Hides in her fertile womb, could tempt my ſoul 
To ſwerve from virtue, or betray my country. 

TYGRANES. 

Well may our monarch tremble on his throne, 
If Greece teems forth ſuch prodigies as theſe. 
[ Afide to Leonidas. 


Forgive me, Prince, the wrong ] did thy virtue: 

I will report thy anſwer, tho* 1 know 
Our monarch's ſoul will ſhrink appall'd to hear 
The world contains ſuch uncorrupted worth. { Exit. 


Manent Ltonipas and AGIs. 


_ LEONIDAS. 
My friend and brother, *midſt the conſcious joy 
Which ſwells the Patriot's boſom, and the ſhouts 
Of Sparta's generous ſons, J feel a pang 
Shoot thro' my bleeding heart, while ative thought 
Brings to my memory that much-lov'd woman, 
Thy fiſter, and my wife, How ſhall I bear 
5 To 


. 
* 
TI 
* 


| 
| 


Ly 
B. 


To part with my Ct xo, whoſe dear life 


s ſo wrapp'd up in mine, that much I fear- 
Her tender foul will ſhrink, oppreſs'd with woe, 
Shou'd the account of my devoted head 


Too ſuddenly alarm her: therefore, Aers, 
Haſte and prepare, with the ſoft perſuaſion 


Of ſoothing ſounds, and ſympathiſing friendſhips, 
To take a laſt adieu. 


A GIS: 
f | 4 80, my Lord, 
ho with reluctant a. on this ſad errand. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 11. 


Enter eee and ANEXANDEE. 


| LEOTYCHIDES. 

Thus far thy plot ſucceeds. Did'ſt thou obſerve 
[How quick the raſh enthuſiaſt caught the bait, 
And big with patriot virtue long'd to die? 

| _ 'ANEXANDER. 

I did, my Lord; and alſo how abruptly 

[You left the chiefs in council. 


LEOTYCHIDES, 

I did: 
ill could 1 ſtay, to hear the loud acclaims 
fl ſaw their daſtard hearts were full to pour 


[Upon my credulous rival. What happen'd afterwards? 


AN Ex AN D E R. 


[ Your fears were juſt; for ſcarce was you departed, 
But a confus'd and inſtantaneous murmur 
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Ran through the council, precluding ſounds 
Of higheſt admiration for an act of 
Which wiſdom's ſons can only deem the offipring 
Of raſhneſs, folly, and over-weaning pride: 
And ſoon the aſſembly, with one general voice, 
Had hail'd him their Deliverer, had not he 
With all the. ſpecious ſhew of modeſty, 
Stopt their career, and ſooth'd'them into ſilence. 


 LEOTYCHIDES. 

Such were the arts by which he ſunk my fame, 
And ſtole away the popular opinion, 

On which I built my hope of future greatneſs. 
And let me tell thee, midſt the joy I feel, 
From the ſucceſs which crowns thy artful plot, 

A pang ſhoots through me, when I think that death 
Will add freſh laurels to his memory, 

And ſhade my glory as It brightens his. 


ANEXANDER. 

Vex not your ſoul, my Lord, ,with ſuch chimeras, 

Think how the Spartan exile, DEMARATUS, 

Did for a time obſcure the riſing fame 

Of your late colleague, noble CLzoMents. 

Till that great ſtateſman's art, which fools calt villainy, 

Made him ſuſpected of ignoble birth, 

Think how the people, ſtruck with this contrivance, 

And a forg'd anſwer, from the tripod ſent; | 

Choſe yoo their King, and baniſh'd ane 
[E OTYCHID ES. 

Well haſt thou brought this inſtance to my mind; 

Well haſt thou fir'd me with the great example ; 
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Of my late colleague, kinſman, and my friend: 

And if -I fail not, proud Leonipas 

Shall ſoon become a thing ſo loſt and wretched, 

| That exile wou'd be Joy to his condition. 

For I will keep-ſuch watchful ſpies about him, 

That every ſcheme which he in council lays, 

Nay every thought which drops unguarded from him, 

Shall to the Perſian monarch be convey'd. 

« *Tis the event which conſecrates the act;“ 

For who found fault when CLEOMENES' arts 

| Were hallow'd by ſucceſs ? and who will dare, 

| When I unrivalld reign, to cenſure me, 

| Becauſe I undermin'd the man J hate? 

But whilſt I talk he lives, and till may live. 

When once enthuſiaſtic warmth ſubſides, | 

| And all the patriot ſpirit dies away, 

11 truſt no oracle; his death is fix'd. 

But how? let me think. (Pauſes) I have it. 

There's not a ſecret paſs of Æta's hill 

But what my truſty Ex1aLTzs knows. 

Swift let him fly to XERXES, bid him march 

His powers in ſilence thro? a winding path 

Which Ee1aLTEs will point out, and ſafely lead 

| The Perſian troops into the heart of Greece. 

Then ſhall Lron1pas a victim fall 

To Xerxes, or to me; then my ſoul 

Shall firſt know quiet, and exulting taſte 

The pleaſing thought of gratify'd revenge, 

Mix'd with the ſwcernels of unrivalPd power. 
„Le. 


Exp or THE SECOND ACT. 
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| In 


| 


A C T .. 
SCENE I. 
The Perfian Camp. 
Enter XERXES and HYPERANTHES, 


HYPERANTHES. 


M* gracious Liege, TVYRAN Es is return'd : 
LEonipas thy offer'd mercy ſcorns, 
And with diſdain rejects the terms he bore. 


= wi 2 w aww O05 > = 


XERXES. 3 
Then inſtant ruin hangs o'er Sparta's ſtate. Sk 
Haſte, HyYPERAN THESs, with a choſen band 

Of Perſia's ſons, and bring thoſe haughty Greeks, 
With their ill-fated leader at their head, 


Captives to XERxES, Then ſhall he feel my power, 
And in the bitterneſs of heart ſhall wiſh, 


Too late ſhall wiſh, he had not ſcorn'd my mercy, 
Exit in a rage. 


Manent HYPERANTHESs. 
Enter ARIANA. 


ARIANA. 


My deareſt HypERAMTRHESõ, ſay what means 
This ſudden rage with which our royal brother 


I — 


A TRAGEDY. 29 


Indignant burns? Scarce did his 8 oomy eye 
Deign to behold his fiſter. 


HYPERANTHES, 


Great Lzoninas 
| RejeRs his offer'd mercy with contempt ; 


And I this moment, with a choſen band 

Of Perſia's troops, ſhall haſten to the paſs, 

| And with the aid of youthful TERIBAZzus, 

| The braveſt warrior that adorns our camp, 

Shall dare theſe Greeks to battle. | Ariana trembles, 
| Ha! ſpeak my ARIANA | why this trembling 2 

| And why this pale diforder on thy cheek ? 


5 ARIAN A. 
Forgive the weakneſs of a woman's fears, 
The ſad forebodings of a ſiſter's ſoul. 
| To think a life, ſo dear to me as thine, 
Should ſoon be put in hazard by a foe 

| So ange and intrepid as the Greeks. 


HYPERANTHES. | [ 
My Arrana, do not ſhock thy foul | f 
With notions of imaginary danger: ; 
Por tho? my heart beats conſcious of their wink 
And native bravery, yet my ſoul preſages 
I ſoon ſhall greet thee with the welcome news 


That Perſia's arms have humbled haughty Greece 


A R I ANA. 
| Truſt me thy courage has infus'd new ſpirits 
Into my throbbing boſom. Go, my brother; 
Vor let my fears a moment ſtop thy way. 
Exit Hypheranthes. 
ARIANA 
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ARIANA- alone 
Oh ARIANMA, what a taſk was here! 


In ſpite of nature to conceal the flame 
Which Tzx1Bazvs kindles in thy ſoul: 


For tho' my heart glows with a ſiſter's fondneſs, ' 
It n&er could feel ſuch piercing apprehenſions 


For the event of this important day, 
Did not a dearer care alarm me, and unite 
The call of duty with the voice of love. [Exit 


Enter DtMaRaTus and TzzIBazus. 
SCENE Il. 


DEMARAT Us. 


Methinks, my friend, I ſee a gloom of joy 

Pierce thro? the cloud of grief which late o'ercaſt 
Thy penſive brow. Oh ſpeak what new-born hope 
Hath caus'd this pleaſing unexpected change. 


TERIBAZUS, 


Alas! my friend, I fain wou'd hide the cauſe; 
Bur gratitude forbids me to conceal 

Either my ſorrow or my joys from thee. 

Know then that my deliverance is at hand, 

And the glad thought revives my drooping ſoul, 


1 DE MAR AT US. 
What doſt thou mean? hath Artana's greatneſs 


At laſt deſcended to receive thy paſſion, 
55 TERIBAZus, 


TE RIRAZ Us. 

Oh no, my friend; thou much miſtak'ſt my purpoſe. 
See'ſt thou yon army of illuſtrious warriors ; 
There death, kind miniſter of comfort, waits 
To meet a ſubject, and relieve his woes. 
But ere I go, permit me to embrace thee, 
IIl-fated Prince, and wiſh thy better ſtars 

May yet have happier days in ſtore for thee. 

- 142 [They embrace. 


DEMARATUS. 


Farewell, my noble friend: I thank thy goodneſs, 
But never can expect a fate ſo. glorious, 

So great as thine, for my duty tells me, 

Not to aſſiſt my country's direſt foe: 

And gratitude to XRRxxõ ſtops Dy Am 


From being active in my country s cauſe. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


The Spartan Camp. 
[Shouts without. 
Enter CLEONVE and EURICLEA. 


| CLEONE. 


My Eure A, ſay what mean theſe ſhouts 
And loud acclaims which ſtrike my wondering ear ? 
EURICLEA: 
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„ 


u THRHEPATRION, 


EURICLEA. 
Madam, your brother is return'd from Delphi, 
And ſomething is determin'd in the council, 
Which gives this general joy and approbation. 
But ſee himſelf approaching. 


Enter A618. 
LEONE. 
O my Agis! 

Thou welcome mefferiget of Heaven, acquaint me 
What happy tidings hath thy tongue pronounc'd, 
That joy and rapture thus o 'rflow the camp? 

Say, ſpeak, will Providence, in its high bounty, 

Preſerve the liberty of Greece, and make 

My brave LEON IDAS, and Sparta's ſons, 

The inſtruments to puniſh lawleſs power. 


3 AGIS. 
Madam, 1t will. 


CLEONE. 


Sure thou diſſembleſt with me; 
For if fair truth accompanies thy ſpeech, 
What means that heavy gloom o'erſhades thy brow, 
And why with trembling lips and fault'ring voice 
Doſt thou prepare to ſpeak ? Can Acis? ſoul, 
Renown'd for rigid virtue, feel the force | 
Of private ſorrow, midſt the general joy? 


4618. 
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A GI8S. 
Believe me, deareſt ſiſter, my concern 
Is of ſo high a nature, that the thoughts 


| Of Sparta's welfare are almoſt ablorb'd 


In the vaſt lood of my peculiar woe, 


CLEONE. 


Then give it vent, and let me ſhare it with thee, 
For ſmother'd anguiſh, like a fire pent up, 
Rages with greater force. Why doſt thou pauſe, 
And bend thine eye with ſuch compaſſion on me, 
As if thy forrows, which o'erwhelm thy ſoul, 
Swell'd for thy ſiſter's, not thy own misfortune ? 
O ſpeak the dreadful purpoſe of my fate. 


A GIS. 


Too well, my ſiſter, have thy fears divin'd 

The ſecret of my grief. Now arm thy foul 

With Spartan courage, and the generous flame 
Which pattiot boſoms feel. How cou'dft thou bear 
A brother's loſs, if ſo the Gods decreed ? 


CLEONE. 
Afflicting thought: may heaven ſuch ills avert ! 


AGIS. 
Suppoſe ſtill worſe. 


LEONE. 


Can fate pronounce aught worſe? 


| . 


34 THE PATRI Q&T. 


A'GTS. 


era the Oracle did thus declare : 

* Sparta's proud ſeat ſhall ſink into the duſt, 

„ Unleſs a king, from Hercules deriv'd, 

* Lead forth her troops, and periſh by the foe.” 


LEONE. 
Too plain I ſee it now; it mult be he! 


— — 


„ 


— 


Alas! too truly gueſs'd; nor ſhrink to hear 
LEONI Das defires a laſt farewell, 
Doom'd by the Gods a victim for the ſtate. 
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CLEONE. 
O cruel ſtroke of fate, far worſe than death. 


A GIS. 


To bear this ſtroke indeed, my ſiſter, taſks 
The utmoſt courage of a Spartan foul, 
Bur ſtill take comfort. 


CLEONE. 


Comfort I have none, 
For I muſt loſe my lov'd Leonipas, 
Loſe him for ever; and while every breaſt 
Exults with rapture, I alone muſt mourn, 
Brood o'er my woes, and pine with inward anguiſſi. 
But hold, my heart, nor murmur at the Gods 
Wich vain complainings : their high will be done. 
3 | | | I ſee, 


ee, 


From ſinking in the abyſs of black deſpair, 
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| TI ſee, my Acns, thy afflicteq ſoul 


Melts at my grief: fly to my much-lov'd Lord: 
Tell him, O! what? to haſten to theſe arms, 
While I have ſtrength to take a laſt farewell. 


[ Exit Cleone. 
Acis alone. 
What means this throbbing heart, this guſhing tear ? 
If pity only for a ſiſter's woe 
Can ſoften thus my ſoul, what tongue can ſpeak 
Th' intolerable anguiſh ſhe muſt feel? 
To part for ever from her much-lov'd Lord! 
[Prays, 


All Gracious Powers! aſſiſt her with your aid, 


In this ſad conflict; for no aid but yours, 
In ſuch forlorn diſtreſs, can keep the mind 


Exit. 


SCENE IV. 


The Spartan Camp. 


Scene opens and diſcovers CLONE, ſitting in a mournful 


Poſture, and her Children weeping round her, 
Enter LEON1DAS. 


LEONIDAS. 


Thou beſt of women, raiſe thy drooping head, 
k Vor with a ſight ſo piteous wound the foul 
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36 THE PATRIOT, 
Of thy Lzoxipas, who in thy grief 
Feels all the ſting and bitterneſs of death, 


CLEONE. 
Can I look up with comfort, and behold 


Thoſe eyes, which never more muſt ſhine on me ? 
Can I with comfort hear that well-known voice, 
Which hath fo oft with kind complacence ſooth'd 


The troubles of my ſoul, while I reflect, 


Thoſe tuneful accents ſoon muſt ceaſe for ever? 


LEONIDAS. 
Thou better half of my afflicted ſoul, 


Think what a ſtain had ſully'd all my glory; 
Think what a ſcene of ſlavery muſt have hung 


Ofer thole dear pledges of our tender love, 


Had I with more than Perſian baſeneſs ſhunn'd 
The nobleſt death that ever grac'd an hero; 
A death which purchaſes my country's freedom: 


Think, above all, it 1s the Gods decree 


Demands my life, and think thoſe Gods are juſt. 


CLEONE. 


I thought, but now, my ſoul could bear the ſhock 


With all the reſignation that becomes 
A mind inſpir'd with Virtue's ſacred glow : 
But oh! it is impoſſible ; for my brain 
Is ſo diſtracted with exceſs of woe, 


That I cou'd een upbraid the Gods with cruelty : 


For if their darling attribute be mercy, 


They did not, could not, aſk thee for a victim; 


Since LEOTYCHIDES, thy noble colleague, 
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ſs from the race of great ALcipes ſprung, 

As well as thou, and might be ſpar'd : 

| He has no wife, no children, to regret 
with ineffectual tears his bitter Joſs ; 

| But thy too forward bravery puſh'd thee on, 
KRegardleſs of our miſery, to embrace 
Cold Death, nor took a moment's interval 
To cheer the ſorrows of a wretched wife. 


LEONIDAS, 

My dear CLeone, never till this hour 

Did thy fond huſband know how much he lov'd thee, 
| Nor hath parental anguiſh ever torn 

My bleeding heart, as now my wife, my 4 

I muſt, e leave you; powerful nature 

So ſtrongly works in my divided ſoul, 

That if I longer gaze upon their ſorrows, 

. My virtue, "ng and country, will be loſt, 


Enter ALPpHEvs. 


: ALPHE Us. 
My Lord, the Spartan chiefs, in council met, 
Demand your preſence. 

LEONIDAS. 


Tell them I come. 
[ Exit Alpheus. 


Oh thou unhappy mourner ! 
Let me once more enfold thee in theſe arms, 
And you, my childr-n, take a laſt embrace. 

[ Embraces them. 
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All Gracious God ! receive into your care [ Pray. 
Theſe tender orphans; look with pity down 
On this Jov'd woman, calm her ſwelling ſorrows, 


And ſooth the anguiſh of her tortur'd ſoul. 

But lo! the meaſure of her woes is full, 

And wearied Nature ſinks beneath the weight 
1 75 l she fwoons in his arms, 

Of exquiſite diſtreſs! Oh Sparta, Sparta, 

Cou'd'ſt thou but know the unutterable grief 

Which tears my aching heart, while I perform 

This laſt ſad duty to the beſt of wives, 

Thy rigid virtue ſurely would forgive 


"Theſe guſhing tears, which flow like drops of blood, 
Nor in the hero quite forget the man. 


[Exit, bearing off Cleone, 


EnD or THE Trird ACT. 
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ET W, 


SCENE: I. 


The Grecian Camp. 


WM Lionipas comes forward as ariſing from 4 Council * 


ba 


Enter ALPHEUS. 


ALPHEUS. - © 4 


Y Lord, prepare forfight: Great HyPERANTHES, i 
With a ſelected band of Perſian troops, f 
| Sweeps down the paſs with ſuch rapidity, 0 
As if he meant to finiſh at a blow | þ 


The fate of Greece. 


LEONIDAS (turns to his Chief.) 


: Illuſtrious warriors, q 
Did I conceive the vain parade of words _ 


: Cou'd courage add to hearts reſolv'd like yours, 4 
The preſſure of the time would not permit it. 4 
i Remember your brave countrymen, who drench'd 


N 

The field of Marathon with Perſian blood: 1 
| Remember ye are Greeks, and in that name 7 
Think | 
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40 THE PATRIOT, 
Think are united all the ſacred calls 


Of virtue, glory, liberty, and conqueſt, 
| [ Exeunt, 


SCENE tt. 
Alarms and Fighting. 


Enter at one Door Lzonibas, at the other TERIBI. 
zus in Grecian Armour. 


| LEONIDAS, 
Speak! who art thou? Speak ! who att? 


Thou who with Grecian arms refulgent 


Haſt ſpread ſuch carnage o'er yon purple field, 

And with thy ſingle proweſs done ſuch feats, 

As tell my wond'ring eyes thou art no Perſian. 

Why art thou ſilent, and thy looks caſt down, 

As ſtruck with conſcious ſhame? Art thou ſome 
wretch, 


Who, poorly brib'd with mercenary gold, 


Haſt fled thy native country to defend 

The cauſe of tyranny, and lawlels power? 
TERIBAZUS. 

*Twere bootleſs to inform thee who I am: 

Bur ſince my eye, tho? dim with clouded ſorrow, 

Can til! diſcover from thy brave demeanour, 

Tnat thou art a Greek of more than common luſtre, 


Perhaps the great Leonipas himſelf; 
Know I'm a ſtranger to thy warlike country, 


And 


at 


me 


Te; 


wlll 


| By Heav'n, thy words have quite unmann'd my ſoul, 
{ While recollection traces, thro' thy woes, 

The image of my much-lamented friend, 
Poor PoLyDoRUs, whom a Perſian corſait 
Long ſince made captive : there his youth mult pine, 
For ever pine in ſlavery and anguiſh. 
Let not his wrongs alone would make me raife 
My hand againſt thee, but thy ſlaught'ring ſword 
E Hath made ſuch havock with the ſons of Greece 
That ſhou'd I, with compaſſion touch'd, decline 
: To try thy force, my country's bleeding ſhade 
Wou'd riſe and brand me with the name of traitor. 


E Grecian, I thank thee for this wiſh'd relief; 

And if kind pity, as I much believe it, 

he native to thy breaſt, and thou ſhould'ſt ſee 
Great HY ERA NT RES, as thou ſurely muſt, 
Where the big war burns fierceſt, ſend him to me: 
For I've a ſecret to impart will eaſe f 
N My labouring ſoul, and give me reſt for ever. ; 


And one fo loſt in woe, that I put on 
This armour, which thou wond'reſt at, in hope 


| Some Perſian hand might undiſtinguiſh'd flay me. 
| And now the utmoſt wiſh my ſoul can form, 
Should I eſcape the valour of the Greeks; 

s but to fall by ſuch a hand as thine. 


LEONIDAS. 


[They fight. Teribazus falls. 


TERIBAZUS. 


[ Extt Leonidas. 


We. Scene 


42 THE PAT RTO T, 


Scene continues. 
As LzoniDas goes out at one Door, HyPERANTHEsS 
enters the other. 


_ HYPERANTHES. 
Alas! what groan is that? Perhaps ſome Greek, 
Cover'd with glorious wounds, demands my aid 
To cheer his dying foul : let me aſſiſt him; 
For *tis an act becomes a generous foe. 


TERIB AZ Us. 


Either my ear has loſt its wonted powers, 
Or that ſhould be the kind and tuneful voice 
Of my brave friend, the noble HV PERANTRES. 


HYPERANTHES. 
My TeriBazus! oh heart-wounding fight !. 
Was it for this the voice of inſtinct ſpake, 
And bade me haſten to my dying friend ? 
nt Say, can my heart, which bleeds for thy diſtreſs, 


174 
. 
11, 50 


We, Find any method to aſſuage thy pain? 
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5 T E RIB AZ Us. 

Wt Oh no; my thread of bitter life is ſpun : 

| Bur if expiring nature give me leave, 

O let me pour into thy friendly boſom 

The only ſecret J &er kept from thee. 

I lov'd thy ſiſter, gentle Ax IAN A; 

Lov'd her to ſuch exceſs, that my aw'd ſoul 


Did not fo much as in a whiſper dare 
Unfold 


d 


A TRAGEDY. ww 


] Unfold its paſſion for her, But I truſt 

| Theſe gaping wounds, in Perſia's cauſe receiv'd, 
Will plead a pardon for my raſh preſumption. 

I can no more, for fleeting life decays, 

And haſtens to its period! Oh ARIANA! 


HYPERANTHES, 


| Cruel, unkind, diſtruſtful Tzer1Bazus ! 


| Why from thy friend did'ſt thou ſo long conceal 5 
Thy latent miſery? She ſhou'd, ſhe muſt, b 
The tender ARIAN A muſt have lov'd thee, 85 


Thou hear'ſt the ſound of that inchanting name, 
And thy ſunk eye, like th? expiring taper, 
Darts forth a dying luſtre. Oh do not look 
With ſuch exceſs of tenderneſs upon me. 


[ Teribazus groans, and dies. 


Z The noble ſpirit's fled, and if I gaze 
Much longer on him, my firm foul will melt 
And quite | forget the way to her revenge. 


[ Exit. 
Alarms continue. ' 
Enter LEtoniDas and ALPHEUS. a 
; LEONIDAS. | 
Buy Hercules, I know not what to think { 
Either the Perſians have brought down upon us 1 
A band of mercenary Greeks, who keep ö 
ge ſcale of battle in ſuſpenſe, or elſe : 
Some demon, enemy to Greece, hath ſtruck 
A panick in our troops, ne'er felt before. | 
Fr Fly, 


4 THE PATRIOT, 


Fly, ALenevs, to my brother; bid him quick 
Sound a retreat, and for a moment let 
The Greeks give way: and if the Perſian hoſt, | 
Fluſh'd with the hope of conqueſt, ſhou'd forſake 
Their preſent firm arrangement, ſtrait return 
With double vigour to the charge, and then 
We gain a certain victory. Haſte! away! 

Exit Alpheus, 


O Hercules | my great progenitor, [ Leonidas prays. 
Look down auſpicious en the ſons of Greece, 

That they undaunted may ſuſtain the toll 

Of this important moment. 


[T bunder without, 
Hark ! thoſe ſounds 
Proclaim my prayer is heard; and now I taſte 
The glorious prelude to my future fame. 


Re-enter ALPHEUS. 


ALPHEUS. 


My Lord, your orders were obey'd, 

The Greeks retir'd, and ſtrait with headlong pace 
The Perſians from their ranks tumultuous broke; 
Your troops that inſtant ſeiz'd, and, ſwift as lightning. 
Pierc'd their diſorder'd ſquadrons, and warm in blood 
Purſue the flying foe. 


LE ONI DAs. 


I thank ye, Gods! 
And to your aid aſcribe this great event. 


I 
* 


. 
| & 
* * 


7 


od 


ut 


| But haſte once more, my ALPpHzvs ; and while I 
| Indulge my wearied nature with repoſe, 
| Seek out my Brother, bid him ſtop the carnage 
Oft thoſe unhappy fugitives, who, led 

| By force of arbitrary power, not choice, 


Invade our liberty; nor let us ſtain 


Our Provence and rengwn by aka cruelty. 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


The Perſian Camp. 
Enter ARIANA and CEPHISA, 


ARIANA. 


: |! know not whence it ſprings, my dear Cepnrsa, 


But ſomething inward tells my ſnuddering ſoul 
| That all its hours of happineſs are fled; 
And lo! where grieving comes the fad expounder 


| of my ill-boding heart. 


ite HyPERANTHES. 
HYPERANTHES. 
Unhappy ſiſter ! 


ARIANA, 


Why ſtops my brother? give thy voice a tongue 
Loud as thy grief; the horrid news diſcloſe 


Which drowns thy ſpeech, and labours for a birth. 
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HYPERANTHES. 


1 thought, my ARIANA, to have brought thee 


The grateful news of victory ; but my tongue 
Muſt now reluctant tell the ſaddeſt tale 
Thar ever yet hath pierc'd thy tender ear. 


ARIANA, 


+ Oh my prophetick ſoul ! 


HYPERANTHES. 


The ſacred fame 
Of X᷑RxXESs, and of Perſia, is obſcur'd 
By ſuch a handful of her foes, that ſhame 
Wou'd ſtop my utterance, did not TERIBAZZZus 
Riſe to my view. with all his gaping wounds, 
And bid me tell thee his diſaſtrous fate 
Was owing to deſpair and loye of thee, 


ARIANA. 
Oh Tzr1Bazus! deareſt, beſt of men! 


Wou'd thou hadſt known how ARIANA lov'd thee, 


Then dark concealment, like a canker worm, 
Had never prey'd upon a life ſo precious, 


So dear to me as thine, From this ſad moment 
No dawn of comfort ſhall theſe eyes &er lee, 


But bitter life ſhall paſs away in curling | 
The wretched pride of Majeſty, which bids 


Our deareſt thoughts be Rang to our tongue. 
Hvers- 
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| Unhappy fiſter! but in vain my pity 
| Wou'd try to ſooth thee, till the rapid tide 
Of thy unbounded grief hath had its courſe. 


/ 


— _ 


HYPERANTHES, af. 


Her woes have got ſuch full poſſeſſion of her, 


| That like a ſtatue rooted, ſhe perceives not 


| Where her diſtracted thoughts have told the 275 
The fatal ſecret, bane to her repoſe. 


Conduct her in, and ſee that ſhe attempts not 


Againſt her precious life, Poor ARIANA 


Exeunt. 


The Grecian Camp. 


E Lronipas aſleep in his Tent: Ac1s enters, and views 


him as he ſleeps. 


4618. 


In this pure mirror let thy ſoul contemplate 
The vaſt rewards which flow from conſcious virtue: 
The countenance ſerene, the peaceful ſlumbers, 

N Such as the ſons of guilt can never taſte 

In gilded Palaces or beds of down. 


[ Kneels by him. 


: Oh gentle God of ſleep! but for a moment 
g Entold this Hero in thy ſilken bond, 


[Turns to by. 


Leaſt 


ft THE PATRIO I. 
Leaſt waking he ſhould blame me while I pay 
The homage due to ſuch tranſcendent worth. 
But lo! he wakes, and from his piercing eye 
Shoots an univerſal ſplendor, which beſpeaks 
A ſoul inſpir*d with virtue's rapt'rous glow. 
How fares my royal brother ? 


LEONIDAS. 


. Well, my Acrs! 
But what concern hath brought thee back ſo ſoon ? 
For ſure, or ſleep hath work'd a ſtrange deluſion, 
*Tis ſcarce a moment ſince brave Al yHRuS left me, 
To bid thee ſpare the Perſian fugitives. 


a 018. 
My Lord, as now my nightly watch I viſited, 
A Lady veil'd, conducted by a ſlave 
Of noble port, with mournful accents begg'd 
Inſtant admiſſion to your royal preſence. 


LEONIDAS. 


Thou know'ſt, my Acrs, that my ready eat 


Is ever open to affliction's call; 
Conduct her in. 


[Exit Aris 3 


Enter ARIANa, led by Acis, and attended by Pole. 
Dokus in a Slave's Habit. 


LEONI DAs. 
Oh unhappy Princeſs ! 
For ſuch thy mournful, bur majeſtick mien, 
Beſpeaks 


9 TRAGEDY. + 49 

 Beſpeaks thee. Why at this untimely hour | 

| Haſt thou, regardleſs of thy ſex's ſoftneſs, 

| And all the native horrors of the night, 

Dar'd to approach an hoſtile camp? O ſpeak, 

Secure of all relief our power can give. 
. [ Ariana opens ber veil. 


ARIANA. 

If greatneſs join'd with miſery can claim 

Thy juſt compaſſion, know that Ariana, 
Great XERxXes' ſiſter, ſupplicates thy aid: 

And if a tranſient bluſh ſhou'd overſpread 

| Theſe cheeks, grown wan with woe, while I unfold 
My miſerable tale, do not impute 

The effect of modeſty to guilty ſhame. 

Know then, I lov'd, with tenderneſs I lov'd, 

| The noble, gentle, generous TERIBAZzZus, 

The braveſt youth that e'er up lifted arm 
In Perſa's ſacred cauſe. His tender ſoul 

& Burnt with an equal fire; but high-born pride 

| Forbad my tongue to ſpeak, while deep deſpair 
8 Seal'd up his lips, till dying he reveal'd 

The fatal ſecret to my noble brother. 

Now if thy ſoul &er felt the power of love, 


Let ſome compaſſionate and friendly hand 


Point out my lover's corſe ; I aſk no more. 


. LEONIDAS, afide. 
| Such are the ſorrows which o'erwhelm thy ſoul, 


My deareſt, loſt C o: At this fad fight 


Thy much-lov'd image riſes to my view, | 
G And 
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But now, nor pride, nor virgin modeſty 


£0 THE PATR1,0T, 


And quite unmans my native reſolution. [ Meeps 


Pardon me, fair, the 'momentary thought : 


Turns to Ariana. 
I turn'd from thee, to an unhappy Wife, | 
Whom thy afflictions brought to my remembrance, 


My gentle Aors, let it be thy care 


To guide this Princeſs to her hapleſs lover, 

Who much lamented fell beneath this arm 

And give her aid, to bear his body back 

To Perſia's camp; or do his funeral rites, 

With all the pomp our (lender means can furnith, 


SCENE V. 
Opens and diſcovers the Body if Tini. 
Enter Acis, ArlaNa attended by PoLyDoRvUs. 
A G 18. 
Illuſtrious princeſs ! there behold the body” 


Of thy dead lover, whom my ſearching eye 


Soon found among the heaps of ſlaughter'd Greeks. 


ARIANA. 


[Ariana kneels by the Body 
Oh TERIBAZUS, if thy g gentle ſhade 
Yer hovers near hls los theſe laſt remains, | 
Look down with pity, and forgive a Princeſs 


| Whom cruel cuſtom and tyrannick pride 


Forbad to tell, how well, how much, ſhe lov'd thee, 


Forbid 


TAO IPRIA/GE DIY: x 


| Forbid me to embrace thee, and to claſp 

| Thy mangled carcaſs to my breaſt, and pour 

| Into each gaping wound a flood of tears. 

[Throws herſelf on the Body. 
Thou'rt cold, my love, and lifeleſs as the heaps 

| Of common Grecians whom thy ſword has Qain. 

| Vain pomp and tinſel majeſty, farewell! 

| In Death there's no diſtinction; there the wretched 

| Ceaſe from their ſufferings ; there my fleeting foul 

Will meet with thine, never to part again. 

[Draws a Dagger concealed in her 


5 Garment, and ſtabs her ſelf. 
Y come, my love, my TxzBazus—Oh! 


[ Dzes, 


POLYDORUS. 


| There fled the tendereſt foul that &er inform'd 
A human mould. My heart, tho' well-nigh broke 
With long captivity, hath yet room left 
To feel compaſſion for diſtreſs like this. 


AGTIS. 


| Ye hapleſs pair, farewell! and may your ſhades 
Enjoy that * which fate deny'd you here. 
11 [ Agis turns to Polydoras. 
But who art thou, that through that ſervile garb 
{ Diſplays a foul ſo full of tenderneſs ? 


POLYDORUS. 


Lead me to great Lzonipas, and there 
I will unfold a ſtory worth thy pains. 


1 (3 2 Acts, 


52 THE PATRIOT, 


1 42 618. 
Pardon a moment's ſtay, while I command = 
A truſty band of Spartans to convey 

Thoſe lifeleſs bodies to the Perſian camp. 
Perhaps the tyrant's too relentleſs heart 
May yet be ſoften'd at diſtreſs like this, 
And grant a peace on honourable terms. 


 [Exeunt, 
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Enter XERXES, HyYPERANTHES, and DEMARATUS, 


3 0 HypERANTHEsS ! *midft the pride of greatneſs 


Ft the diſtreſsful fate of TERIBAZꝝus, 
Than cer it felt till now. [A cry without, 


and ] ſwift as the wing'd wind returning tell 
The meaning of that cry. Oh DuaRA Tus! 


bo woeful ſight! O grief unutterable! 


2 
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„ 
SCENE I. 
The Perſian Camp. 


XE RX E S. 


My ſoften'd ſoul feels a ſeverer pang 
Fly, HvPERANTHES, 


Irm much alarmed, and my nature feels 
A more outrageous ſhock at that dire cry 
Than all the dying g groans of myriads {lain 
Wn battle's direſt rage, cou'd ever cauſe. 


Re-enter HYPERANTHES. 


HYPERANTHES. 


XERX 
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XERXES. 


Thy eye looks big with horror, and thy tongue 
Cleaves to thy mouth ! Impart thy dreadful tale. 


HYPERANTHES. 


I cannot ſpeak ; for parching forrow chokes 


My faulting voice. 


or 


Rack me not thus with doubt : 


For, know, the blackeſt news thy ſoul can bring 


Cannot ouiſtretch my dire imagination. 


HYPERANTHES. 


Forgive me, brother, if thus urg'd, my tongue 
Unfolds ſo ſad a tale, that Cruelty herſelf, 


Qbdurate as ſhe is, wou'd melt to hear it, 


XE RX ES. 


Proceed: for my firm foul dare meet affliction, 


With all the dignity becomes a prince 
Sprung from the royal ſtem of great Darius. 


HYPERANTHES. 


Then hear! One half of Perſia's mighty hoſt 
Is by a ſudden tempeſt overwhelm'd : 

The other, ſhatter'd, ſcarce outrides the "TI 
While rav'nous Death, thro? every gaping chaſm 
Pours in the wat'ry and wide-waſting ruin, 

But this diſaſter, dreadful as it is, 


A TRAGEDY. 65 


js ſo much heighten'd by domeſtic woe, 

That I much fear thy ſoul, howe'er prepar'd, 

Will ſhrink with horror at th* approaching ſcene. 

' [The back Scene opens, and diſco- 
vers the dead Bodies of Ariana 
and Teribazus. Xerxes ſtands 
mute with G rief, his Eyes e 
on the Bodies. 


DEMARAT US. 
Lo! there he ſtands in ſpeechleſs agony ! 

| Where is thy boaſted reſolution now? 

Where the fierce joy with which thy boſom glow'd 
At ſelf-admiring greatneſs? Wretched prince! 
Now, DREMARATUs, ceaſe to mourn thy grief, 
While ſuch a monument of deeper woe 

g Preaches calm patience. Lo! the guſhing tear, 
In ſilent courſe falls down his manly cheek, 
And gives a vent to his big grief, which elſe 
Had burſt its manſion, 
XERXES, 

5 Oh! unhappy pair! 
Till this ill-fated hour, my heart ne'er gueſs'd 
That mis'ry durſt invade a monarch's throne. 
What then avails the power, the pomp of greatneſs, 
If it no ſhield, no refuge can afford 
From Fortune's cruel ſtroke? Perhaps een now 
| The fickle Goddeſs is preparing for me 
Sorrow accumulate, and I, ere long, 
Like this poor king, may want Compaſſion's hand 
: [Pointing to Demaratus. 
To 
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To give me ſuccour from the taging foe. 
Methinks the voice of unrelenting fate 
Informs my boding heart, that all theſe millions 
Cannot ward off ſome dire calamity, 
Impending o'er my head. Oh! Solon, Solon, 
Never did Cræſus, with more ſad experience, 
Give atteſtation that thy words were true, 
Than I do now. My once clated ſoul, 
Deep ſunk in miſery, feels that wretched man 
Can ne'er with truth and juſtice be pronounc'd 
The Son of happineſs, till death cuts off 
The power of fate, and cloſes up the ſcene. 
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{ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
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The Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ltonipas and AGIs: 


LEONIDAS: 


TR gentle Ac1s, hath thy careful hand 
Conducted Ariana to her lover? 
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My Lord, it hath, | 
LEONIDAS. 


Say, can our aid 
Ought more adminiſter to her relief? 
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AGIS. 


| No, my good Lord, the wretched ARTANA, 
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The generous ſlave, who AkIANA led 

Jo Sparta's camp, demands a ſpeedy audience; 
And if I gueſs aright, from his demeanour, 

Ils fraught with matter of the laſt importance. 


; Haſte! bring him in, and ſummon all our chiefs. 


Perhaps the noble exile, Demararus, 
Struck with concern for his endanger'd country, 
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Big with deſpair and horror, ſtabb'd herſelf / 
© Upon her lover's corſe. 


LEONIDAS. 
Poor ARIANA! 


: My heart, tho* wounded with domeſtic ſorrow, 
N hw at diſtreſs like this. 


AGIS. 
My Lord, ſuſpend your grief: 


LEONIDAS. 


[Exit Apis. 


ends ſome account of an approaching ill, 
Wich valour may ward off, or prudence ſhun. 
| Exit. 


SCENE. III. 
LEONIDAS, and bis Chiefs, aſſembled in his Tent. 


| Enter Ac IS, introducing PoLYDORUS in @ Slave's Habil. 


LEONID As. 


[ [Say, who art thou, that under that vile garb 
b | Bear'ſt ſuch a ſemblance of a noble ſpirit, 


That 
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58 THE PATRIOT, 


That ere thou ſpeak*ſt my ſoul reſpects thy worth, 
And bids me hail thee with the name of friend ? 
But tell what name thou dignify'ſt, and why 
That ſpeaking horror ſettled on thy brow ? 


{POLY URUS, 
[Throws afide his Slave's Habit 
O ALeparus, Maron, can a ten year's ſlavery 
So utterly have rooted from your memory 
The image of a once-lov'd wretched brother, 
In happier days your PoLyporus calld ? 


ALPHEUS. 


BY long loſt . [T hey embrace 
him by turn, 
MA R ON. Weeping. 


Much-lov'd PoLyDorus |! 


LEONIDAS. 


By Heaven their mournful extacy of joy 
Hath caught my foul, and melts it into tears. 


Pardon me, ALPBEUSs, Maron, if I rob, 


But for a moment rob your vaſt affection, 
And in my arms enfold this noble youth, 
Whoſe free-born foul hath borne him greatly up, 


*Gainſt ſuch a weight of woe. 
; [ Embraces hill 


PO L Y DORUS. 
O generous chief 
III ſhall my tongue repay this kindly goodneſs 
To one ſo loſt in woe; but yet I mult, 


| O agonizing thought, I muſt unfold 


The inevitable ruin of my country. 
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b Let us, like men on Death determin'd, take 
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LEONIDAS. 


Speak out, ſelf-conſcious that a Spartan ſoul 
Can hear unmov'd its inſtant doom pronounc'd. 


POLYDORUS. 


My Lord, the noble exile, DEMARATUS, 
Who oft with kind condolance ſooth'd my grief, 


Met my departing ſteps, and graſp'd my hand: 


Then thus with ſtreaming eyes, and fault'ring tongue: 


o Po.ypoRus, tell my much-lov'd country, 
ESpite of my wrongs, my ſoul ne'er knew a thought 
But tended to her peace: Tell brave LeoniDas 


[That a {elected band of Perſian troops, 
Led by the traitor EpraLTes, ſpeed 


Their rapid paſſage through a ſecret path 


Of Æta's winding hill, and ſoon will ſpread 


Wide devaſtation thro' the heart of Greece. 


LEONIDAS. 


lt is enough, my ſoul! my fate cries out, 

And my big heart ſwells with redoubled ardour 
For its Jaſt conflict. Now, my generous friends, 
Attend our lateſt purpoſe. Perſia's camp, 
Elmmers'd in full ſecurity and ſleep, 

Lies open to our ſword's devouring edge; 


And midnight, clad with native horror, comes 


[Moſt opportunely to affilt- our act, 

Such as the ſun ne'er ſaw, nor ancient Time 

In all his courſe ne'er heard of till this hour. 

| Slip not this fated moment to revenge 

PYour bleeding country's wrongs; but ere we part 


aw" 
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60 THE PATRIOT, 
The laſt embrace which fate allows us here. 

Si | [They embrace, 
And now united with our Spartan band, 
Fierce as the chafed lion, let us ſpring 
To tear theſe Perſian hunters in their toils. 
Perhaps ſome arm more lucky than the reſt 
May pierce the ſtern invader, and at once 
Soft peace and fair-ey'd liberty reſtore 
To the afflicted globe. But haſte away, 

For words are vain, while vengeance claims our ſword, 


[ Exeunt, 
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The Perſian Camp. 
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Alarms and Fighting. 
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Enter XERxxs in his Night-Gown, in great Di ſorder. 


Ul XERXES. . 
1 Oh Fortune, Fortune, will thy heavy hand . 
Ne'er ceaſe to heap alflictions on my head. 
I thought but now my flood of grief was ſwell'd 
To ſuch a height, that cruelty herſelf | 
it Cou'd not enlarge it; but this ſudden ſtorm 
Ih. Breaks o'er my head with ſuch amazing force, 
lis Thar ] ſhould ſcarce believe myſelf awake, 
Did not the ſhouts of the purſuing foe 
„ Too fearfully convince me. | Groans without. 
Hark ! what groans 
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Arte thoſe which ſtrike, like peals of rattling thunder, 
on my affrighted ear? Sure ghaſtly death, ; 

| Fitteſt companion of ſuch horrid ſounds, 

Makes his approaches with gigantic ſtrides, 

E To ſeize my life. O dire reverſe of fate! 

I dare not ſtay, yet know not where to fly. 

| [ Exit in diſorder. 


* WH SCENE V. 


Enter Lroxnipas wounded, and 1 by Dr- 


MAR AT Us. 


D EMARAT Us. 
Oh great Leonidas! my ſoul was wrapt 
In ſuch amazement, at the vaſt deſtruction, 
Which by the light of Perſia's burning tents, 
Far as my eye cou'd ken, I ſaw thy ſword, 
All bath'd in hoſtile blood, ſpread thro? the camp, 
That I cou'd ſcarce, cha wing d with hope to ſave thee, 
Purſue thy rapid paſſage o'er the heaps 
Of wretches fall'n before thee. Thou look'ſt ole. 
And much!] fear the hand of death is on thee, 


LEONIDAS. | 
My DEtmManaTus, this was doubly kind, 
Thro' the confuſion of the night to trace 
My bleeding ſteps, and do this laſt kind office 
For thy departing friend, who only lives 
To thank thee for the late intelligence 


Poor Pol vpokus brought me, which the abſence 
e . Of 
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Of LroTycnipes, my treach'rous colleague, 
From this dread ſcene of complicated horror, 
Too ſure confirm'd; but my ſoul preſages 
That the avenging Gods will pierce his heart 
With torturing remorſe and inward guilt, 

Till in the anguiſh of his breaſt he owns 

His life was purchas'd at too dear a 3 

The price of honour, and his country's freedom. 


DE MAR ATUs. 
Doubtleſs he will. But had my heart once gueſs'd 
The vaſt reſolve which thy too daring ſoul 
At once conceiv'd, and ripen'd into action, 
My lips had ne'er reveal'd the fatal news, 
Nor breath'd deſtruction on the beſt of men. 


| LEONIDAS. | 

Judge not ſo raſhly, for *twas Heaven's high will, 
Which made thy voice the ſacred harbinger 
Of glorious death. My ear attentive caught 
The ſolemn ſound, and warm with glowing fire, 
We ruſh'd into the field, where my brave friends, 
Thy Pol vpokus too, no captive now, 
Cover'd with wounds, all fell. But hark! their voice 
Upbraids my ſtay, and calls me to partake 
The vaſt rewards which patriot boſoms taſte 
In the fair manſions of the juſt and good. 
My life decays apace, my dying voice [Sinking dow!, 
Names thee my ſucceſſor to Sparta's throne. 
And now my ſoul, wing'd for its future flight, 
Juſt leaves me ſtrength and vigour to compleat 
Its laſt, its great, its deſtin'd ſacrifice. 

[ Riſes on his knees, ſupported by Demaratus, and Fg 

All. 
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All- gracious Gods! receive your willing victim, 
Preſerve my wife, my children, and my friends; 
But, above all, preſerve my country — Oh! [ Dies. 


DE MAR AT Us. 
He's dead, and in that groan expiring fell 
The brighteſt pattern of excelling greatneſs 
That e'er the world beheld. Hence bear his corſe, 
Attended by a train of noble Perſians, 
To Sparta's camp, where LEoTYCHIDEs, 
In baſe inglorious ſafety, waits the news 
Of his great rivaPs death. At this ſad ſight 
He yet may feel returning virtue dawn, 
And wiſh at leaſt he had not ſacrific'd 
His honour and his country to ambition. 
 _ [Exeunt, bearing off Leonidas. 
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NI. 
The Spartan Camp. 


Enter LEOTYCHIDES at one Door, and ANEXANDER 


Ce at the other, as out of Breath. 


LEOTYCHIDES. 
What means this eager haſte, and whence the Joy 
ll That ſparkles thro' thy eye? 


AN EX AND ER. | 
My noble Lord, 
Ithe joy which glads my heart all flows for you: _ 
ys, N 5 For 
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For if to reach the ſummit of your wiſh, 


If to enjoy the thought of ſure revenge, 


And power, no longer circumſcrib'd, or ſhar'd 
By a proud rival, can reſtore that peace, 
Which hath ſo long been ſtranger to your ſoul, 
Know that Leonipas this inſtant fell 

A victim to his country, and to you: 


LE O T v O E 1 D E S. 
Then he is dead, and I have gain'd the height, 
The glorious height, to which my ambition ſoar'd: 
And firm in XERxES˙ friendſhip ſhall enjoy 
Unbounded power o'er all the Grecian ſtates. 
But let me tell thee, *midſt the joy I feel 
At the deſtruction of my haughty rival, 
My ſoul, repining at his glorious death, 
Shrinks inward; and ſucceſsful as I am, 
Tempts me to wiſh I had not facrific'd 
My honour and my country to ambition. 


ANEXANDER. 


Vex not your ſoul, my Lord, with ſuch chimeras, 
Nor taint thoſe joys unrivall'd power beſtows. 

But lo! your rival's corſe is borne. this way, 
Attended by a train of noble Perſians, 

With Sparta's exil'd monarch at their head. 
Here ſtand aloof, my Lord, and unobſerv'd 
Behold the vain parade, and then reflect 
Whether this viſionary ſcene can give 

Rewards ſo great, to an aſpiring mind, 

As bound'-' wer, and gratify'd revenge. 


Leotychuc: 


A TRAUE DT. — 


[Leotychides ſtands aloof while the body of Leo- 
nidas is carried over the ſtage in funeral pro- 

| ceſſion, the maſic playing a dead march; after 
which, ſhouts are heard without, and then Le- 
otychides comes forward and ſpeaks, 


| LEOTYCHIDES, 
Of all the paſſions which diſtract the ſoul, 
Sure none ſhoots forth more baneful to our peace, 
Than thoſe which ſpring from Envy's bitter root, 
There was a time when I with pleaſure heard 
My rival's praiſe reſounded from each tongue; 
But now 'tis wormwood to my ſoul, Whence ſprung 
This change in me, ſince he was til] the ſame ? 
Was he not brave, compaſſionate, and noble, 
Adorn'd with every pleaſing quality 
Cou'd grace the Prince, and dignify the Man? 
Too ſure he was. Then what a wretch am I, 
Who baſely jealous of ſuperior greatneſs, 
Have trod the crooked Politician's path, 
To undermine ſuch elevated worth? 
But he is gone: Gone whither? to receive 
The vaſt rewards which flow from patriot virtue. 
While 1— Oh, dreadful agonizing thought! 
Go where I will, muſt bear within my boſom 
A foul more black, than midnight's darkeſt ſhade, 
And feel ſucceſsful villany but ſerves 
To goad its author with the ſharpeſt ſting, 
The ſting of guilt, and violated conſcience. 


I For 
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For if to reach the ſummit of your wiſh, 

If to enjoy the thought of ſure revenge, 

And power, no longer circumſcrib'd, or ſhar'd 
By a proud rival, can reſtore that peace, 

Which hath ſo long been ſtranger to your ſoul, 
Know that L ROI DAs this inſtant fell 

A victim to his country, _ to you. 


LEOTYCHIDES. 
Then he is dead, and I have gain'd the height, 
The glorious height, to which my ambition ſoar'd: 
And firm in Xerxes* friendſhip ſhall enjoy 
Unbounded power o'er all the Grecian ſtates. 
But let me tell thee, midſt the joy I feel 
At the deſtruction of my haughty rival, 
My ſoul, repining at his glorious death, 
Shrinks inward; and ſucceſsful as I am, 
Tempts me to wiſh I had not facrific'd 
My honour and my country to ambition. 


ANEXANDER. 


Vex not your ſoul, my Lord, with ſuch chimeras, 
Nor taint thoſe joys unrivall'd power beſtows. 

But lo! your rival's corſe 1s borne this way, 
Attended by a train of noble Perſians, 

With Sparta's exil'd monarch at their head. 
Here ſtand aloof, my Lord, and unobſery'd 
Behold the vain parade, and then reflect 
Whether this viſionary ſcene can give 

Rewards ſo great, to an aſpiring mind, 

As bound'-' wer, and gratify'd revenge. 


Leotychide: 
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[Leotychides ſtands aloof while the body of Leo- 
nidas is carried over the flage in funeral pro- 

, Ceffion, the maſic playing a dead march; after 
which, ſhouts are beard without, and then Le- 
otychides comes forward and ſpeaks. 


LEOTYCHIDES, 


Of al the paſſions which diſtract the ſoul, 

Sure none ſhoots forth more baneful to our peace, 
Than thoſe which ſpring from Envy's bitter root, 
There was a time when I with pleaſure heard 
My rival's praiſe reſounded from each tongue; 
But now 'tis wormwood to my ſoul. Whence ſprung 
This change in me, ſince he was till the ſame ? 
Was he not brave, compaſſionate, and noble, 
Adorn'd with every pleaſing quality 

Cou'd grace the Prince, and dignify the Man? 
Too ſure he was. Then what a wretch am I, 
Who baſely jealous of ſuperior greatneſs, | 

Have trod the crooked Politician's path, 

To undermine ſuch elevated worth ? 

But he is gone: Gone whither? to receive 

The vaſt rewards which flow from patriot virtue. 
While I—Oh, dreadful agonizing thought! 
Go where will, muſt bear within my boſom _ 

A foul more black, than midnight's darkeſt ſhade, 
And feel ſucceſsful villany bur ſerves 

To goad its author with the ſharpeſt ſting, 

The ſting of guilt, and violated conſcience, 


1 For 
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For ſure no wretch a greater curſe can find, 


Amidft the evils which afflict mankind, 
Than the conviction of a guilty breaſt, 


Which hopeleſs, chearleſs, ſeeks in vain for reſt, 
. 8 ; Exeunt. 
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